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Once upon a time in 
Vesper, a nobleman's son 
lost his mother. The boy's 
father was too busy to 
take care of him proper- 
ly, and so he hired a 
governess to help to 
raise him. 

The nobleman was 
foolish and believed that 
any woman schooled in 
cooking and cleaning would 
make a good nanny for 
the boy. He brought ina 
poor woman from the 
outskirts of the city to 
work in his manor. He 
thought little of the 
woman, who seemed little 
cultured in society, and 
gave her nothing but a 
mat by the stove to 
sleep on. 

The boy, being as 
foolish as his father, 
believed that they were 
doing the woman a great 
kindness by bringing her 
into the kitchen of their 
home. And, having little 
respect for a penniless 
nanny, the boy felt that 
he had the rights to do 
as he pleased despite her 
efforts to help raise him 
into a proper man. 

The boy wanted to be 
a knight. He wanted to 
venture into the world 


and conquer its deepest 
parts. Surely he could 
learn nothing of import- 
ance to him from his 
governess, he thought. 

And so it was that 
the new governess began 
her work in the noble- 
man's household. 

The boy would often 
slip away from the manor 
into the surrounding 
Vesper countryside in 
search of monsters and 
treasures. Although he 
found it rather easy to 
escape from beneath the 
governess's careful watch, 
he often felt as though 
he were being watched 
anyway... 

One evening he slipped 
out of the manor and 
wandered until dusk. As 
darkness fell, he grew 
more and more excited at 
the creatures he might 
find wandering in the 
night. With his rickety 
practice sword drawn, he 
chased imaginary foes 
around the outskirts of 
the city, until gradually, 
he began to feel very 
lost and alone. He could 
no longer hear the voices 
of the cityfolk preparing 
for bed. He could no 
longer hear the sounds of 
the animals being herded 
into pasture by the 
farmers. The land, the 
woods, and animals and 
insects had all become 
very, very quiet. 

When the boy realized 
that he was unsure of 
the way to return home, 
he leaned onto an iron 


gate to think. As he 
leaned against the dewey 
metal, a jarring rusty 
squeak resounded in the 
echoing silence around him. 
He jumped as the gate 
swung itself open, and 
blinked, panic-stricken, 
when it slammed itself 
shut again behing him! 
Frightened at the gate's 
apparent mobility, the boy 
whirled around and squint- 
ed into the dense, curling 
fog and blackness before 
him. He could suddenly 

see his breath, a white 
ghost from his lips, and 
he shivered as a harsh, 
raspy breathing sound 
seeped out from the fog 
before him. 

Only then did he take 
stock of the muddy, vine- 
covered earth beneath his 
feet and the crumbly 
granite gravemarkers. The 
ghostly sounding breath 
seemed to come closer, 
and the boy spun around 
and wrestled wildly with 
the steadfast iron gate. 

Then, out of seeming- 
ly nowhere, a figure 
appeared at his side 
wielding balls of magical 
white and blue ames. A 
woman's voice bellowed 
incantations into the 
vapors and a ball of light 
erupted in the shadowy 
haze. Turning, the woman 
csicked another blue ame 
into the lock of the gate 
and it swung open sound- 
lessly. The boy rushed out 
but was quickly taken by 
the hand and guided to 
his own home like a puppy 


by the strange woman in 
robes. 

Upon returning to the 
light of his own front 
gate, the boy nearly 
laughed with releaf until 
the woman pulled back 
the hood of her robe to 
reveal his own governess. 
Never again, even as he 
became a man, did the 
boy judge a person's 
abilities or wisdom by 
appearances. He learned 
to regard all figures of 
authority with due 
respect, and grew into a 
Fine knight who under- 
stood well the need for 
humility. 
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